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A Prayer For Forgiveness 


Forgive us Lord, we pray to you, not for the sins 
we've tasted; 


But for the time we owe to you that we have 
only wasted. 


The flagrant sins, thy broken law, not heeding 
your command, 


We know that we can bring to you, and you will 
understand. 


But how can we confess to you long hours spent 
in fear, 

When what we really should have done was know 
that you were near? 


Forgive us for the things we should have done 
and did not do- 

The chance to give a friend a word of hope and 
raise his view, 

Forgive us for not speaking, when we should 
have done thy will. 


Forgive our lack of music when our lips were 
hushed and still. 


We know that when we break Thy law, you gladly 
will forgive. 


But teach us not to waste our time, that we may 
better live. 


Avery County 


The folks in Avery County are an honest, hardy race. 
They think our mountain homeland is the very finest place. 


When the land is bright with flowers and a thousand 
glad birds sing, 


They smile and raise their voices and are happy in 
the Spring. 

They grow their plants and flowers in the joyous 
summertime, 


And there is much rejoicing, for it’s Heaven in 
our clime. 


In Autumn there’s the treasure of a land of red and 
gold- 


The mountains are most beautiful just as the year 
grows old. 


And then when Winter comes, the folks in Avery County 
know 
The beauty and the purity of hills all white 
with snow. 
So, we have the rugged beauty of the hills always 
in view- 
And the folks in Avery County are like the 
mountains, too. 


Love Affair 


Oh, I am just about to have a great big love affair. 
There’s none around to warn me or tell me to beware. 
There is no one to tell me that I may be too old; 


Because with each new day that comes, my love is strong 


and bold. 
I wait with expectation to see a Maple turn, 
And Goldenrod and Asters along the wayside burn. 
It makes me quite delighted to know I soon shall see 


The frost that paints the woods and fields and covers 
every tree; 


To think that soon the mountains will be all red 
and gold, 


And as the leaves come drifting, their beauty we'll behold, 
To see the gentle Autumn sun all in a sky of blue, 


And know the cool feel of the air when winds are 
passing through. 


There’s no one here to stop me or care just what I do. 


My friends don’t care if I love Fall, for they love 
Autumn too. 


A Perfect Day 


Upon my word I hesitate 

To write about a day 

That I have found from dark to late 
Perfect in every way. 


I have seen grasses in the morn 
All decked with early dew, 
With flowers nearby to adorn 
And beautify the view. 


I have seen mountains that are old 
And trees all green and tall 

With sunlight rays in shining gold 
To glorify them all. 


I have gone field-ward with a friend 
And like the birds been merry, 

To pause upon my journey’s end 
And pick a ripe strawberry. 


To write about a day like this 
Makes one almost afraid-- 

We should join in with all its bliss 
And say, “What God hath made”’. 


To A Wood Stove 


I like the age we live in 

And would live in no other- 

Yet, the Pioneers had their points: 
This fact we cannot smother. 


One of the things that kept them close 
And made their life seem good 

Was a stove within their home of logs 
That only burned hard wood. 


In late summer-time preparing 
Fora cold and nippy Fall, 

The man would hew the pieces out- 
Some large and some quite small. 


And as he put the pieces in 

The door’s bright, open glow, 
The woman gave her man a look 
That only they could know. 


And they would sit there by the fire 

With coffee hot to drink; 

And sometimes they would tell their thoughts- 
And sometimes only think. 


And sometimes when ‘twas very cold 
And they desired to eat, 

The woman would broil on the fire 
A piece of home-grown meat. 


Their bed was close beside the stove 
That warmed it with its beams; 

And every night they felt its warmth 
In bright and happy dreams. 


I like the age we live in 

And am glad right here to stay; 
But yet, we never can deny 
The Pioneers had their day. 


A Time To Dream 


Before a mother Robin pushes from her nest 
her bird, 


She makes sure that life is in him, and its muS8ic he has 
heard. 

So, all Spring while he is growing, she knows June soon 
will come, 


And he must go into the world and leave her and 
his home. 


So, although he is growing and is ready it would 
seem, 

She sings to him quite softly, ““Oh, my birdie, you must 
dream.” 


Soon you will fly into the world and face its tests 
alone; 


But you must know this happiness: to dream ere you 
ere gone. 

Life will come with trials for the brave and for the 
stout, 


But you must dream in happiness before I 
push you out. 


New Life 


In place of us Barabbases 

The blessed Savior died. 

He took our sins and bore them 
And put our guilt aside. 


Upon the third day He arose 
Forevermore the King. 

Let all the saints in Heaven and Earth 
Glad adoration bring. 


Because He lives, the beauty 

of all creation glows. 

We see it in the grass and flowers 
And everything that grows. 


He to His people gives new life 
That nothing can destroy. 

So, let us glorify our Lord 
And Him forever enjoy. 


Eclipses 


When sorrow, disappointment, grief 
come to us and obscure the way; 
When all the sun is hid from Earth, 
And we walk in a darkened day; 


And when our path we cannot see; 

Then we should pause and we should know 
That God has brought the dark to us 

That we may be refreshed and grow. 


When we cannot see the steps to take 
Because the path has grown so dim, 
Then we should rest in all His grace 
And put our trust and hope in Him. 


Well--knowing we are not alone, 
That we are ever in His care, 
That we will always be with Him; 
Because our God is everywhere. 


Well--knowing the Eclipse will pass 
And all the way will brighter be; 
Well--knowing when He gives the sun, 
We'll better see-- We'll better see. 


God never would give us the dark 
As we our Earthly journey run, 

If His great wisdom did not know 
We could not always bear the sun. 


Beauty and Song 


In every little woodland flower, 

Its beauty is not wasted; 

Or birds that sing in hidden bower, 
Whose songs we have not tasted. 


There’s so much ugliness on Earth 
And people without song. 

Their lack of beauty and of mirth 
Makes the day sad and long. 


And so, God makes the birds for Him, 

I think, to sing in duty; 

And put the flowers where ways are dim, 
Because the Lord loves beauty. 


An Ox 


God says: “Thou shalt not muzzle the ox that ploughs thy 
land”’, 


And with this worthy counsel, how we should understand 


Just how much more important are those who serve our 
need, 


And how we should look after them, and care for them, 
indeed. 


Sometimes a word of kindness or just a nod of praise 


Will help someone to bear the yoke and strive for better 
ways. 


Sometimes it is a friendly look or just approving smile, 


That helps someone to better work and try hard all the 
while. 


If sometimes our workers fail us, And want to have their 
ways, 

Remember God commands for us to let the oxen graze. 

If God looks out for cattle and takes care of a cow, 


How we our work with others with kindness should endow. 


A Farmer 


The Lord has been so good to us to make all things 
anew, 


And fill our life up to the brim and give us work to do; 
To give us daily duties and animals to feed; 

And so to put them in our care to tend their daily needs; 
To give us land for gardens and seeds for us to sow, 
With all His full assurance, that planted, they will grow; 
To fill the very air with life---and echoing bird’s song; 


While all the joys they give to us last through the whole 
day long; 


To cover Earth with flowers and grass and bush and trees, 
That one’s path is filled with beauty in everything he sees. 
So, what can we do for Him, to show that we can prove 
our gratitude and joys for all the bounty of His love? 


Why, we can share our joys with friends we meet upon our 
ways 


And raise our eyes to Heaven and give to God the praise. 


Today 


Today has been a good day- 
The sky has been clear blue. 
The hills and fields are ready 
To burst with life anew. 


The mountains now are ready for 
The birds’ delightful song, 

For flowers and trees to come to life 
And grow the whole day long. 


And so, we human beings 

In Spring should also grow, 
Building hopes and aspirations 
For the world around to know. 


For the Season is before us 
When no one should be sad, 
But fill the land with beauty 
And by life make others glad. 


Awakening Time 


Springtime is an awakening time 

For the flowers to bud and grow; 

Tis the time when the leaves and grass come alive 
And bloom for the world to know. 


Springtime awakens the birds 

To tell to the Earth their song- 

to build their nest and raise their young 
And rejoice the whole day long. 


Springtime awakens all the land 

From blue sky to the green growing sod- 
And Spring is the time to awaken our hearts 
And rejoice and give praise to God. 


An Easter Thought 


Gutside beneath my window 

Where lately blew the cold and snow, 
Raising its head toward Heaven, 

An Easter flower brightly grows. 


The Lord was dead and buried- 
Upon the third day He arose. 

He is alive forevermore, 

And He has conquered all His foes. 


He came to Earth to save us, 
Eternal hope and joy to give. 

He came to conquer death for us- 
Because He lives, we, too, shall live. 


The Worthwhile 


It takes time for a tree to grow; 

It takes the sun and rain and snow; 

It takes the wind that blows it round 
To make its deep roots in the ground. 
It takes years to grow and expand, 
Before its beauty is so grand. 


It takes a while to build a life 

With hope and aspirations rife. 

It takes long years to grow and learn, 
To work and make its candles burn. 
It takes experience to be 

A beautiful, great human tree. 

It takes some time to goa mile- 

But it is worthwhile; it is worthwhile. 


The End Of The Year 


I think that when the year grows old and we have long, 
dark nights, 


That this is to remind us to make bright our inner 
lights: 


Because when nights are darkest, we should hasten to 
remember 


That we celebrate God’s brightest gift to mankind in 
December; 


For Jesus Christ came to us as a little baby boy, 
When all the Earth was dark with sin, and brought us hope 
and joy. 


So, we should brighten up our lives this month and not 
forget 


To show that all the hope and love He brought is with 
us yet. 


Oh, may this happy season from us nevermore depart 


Till we have brightened those around and cheered some 
people’s hearts. 

So, let us greet the dark and rain and show that we are 
trying 

To prove these days are the year’s best--and go out with 
colors flying. 


Vapor Trails 


Today, as I looked in the sky, 

I saw an airplane going by. 

*Twas far away, and looked so small 
I scarce could see the plane at all; 
And yet, this plane that looked so frail 
Left on its way a vapor trail-- 

A trail that was so pure and white 

It filled me with a warm delight, 

A gladness I could not forget; 

And so, I knew it was a jet. 

A plane up in the air alone 

Showed everyone where it had gone. 


And so, with people it is true 

We show the world just what we do. 
In all our actions we will find 

That we do leave a trail behind 

For all the world around to see 
And know and find just what we be. 
And so, what vapors do we leave? 
Do we leave smoke, do we bereave 
The world of beauty and of light; 
Or are our acts all pure and bright? 
Oh, we should nevermore forget 
Our lives leave trails just like a jet. 


Things To Do 


If the way seems hard before you, stop and take a little 
while 


To give someone a word of hope or send a gladsome 
smile. 


Though small birds raise large families, they take the 
time to sing, 


And every little while we hear them make the forest 
ring. 


And even if your task seems great, and you have lots of 
worty, 


Just remeber that the Lord was never 
ina hurry. 


And even if you don’t catch up -- and lose a little 
pelf, 


What matters if you help someone more than you 
help yourself? 


Late January 


Now is the time to sit by the fire 

And dream of forgotten tales. 

Now is the time to come close to friends 
That are near when the North wind wails. 


This is the time to bring to mind 

Old faces of long’ago, 

To think of the days when our forefathers lived- 
Did our forefathers like the snow? 


*Tis time to look to the future- 

When a month from now shall come, 
The Robins will be here again 

To rejoice in their mountain home. 


In a month from now, the sap will begin 
To rise in the Maple trees; 

And the frogs will begin to sing once more 
In a warmer evening breeze. 


These are the thoughts to share today 
With our closest, warmest friends- 

To be happy now, and wait for the days 
When a thrilling Winter ends. 


A Cool Night 


Tonight, I think, it will be cool, 

And not as warm as Springtime’s rule; 
And we can hear the Peepers sing 

Now in the early eve. in Spring. 

The cold, dark nights are all now past, 
And longer days are coming fast. 

Until the Fall, days will be long; 

And now we hear the glad birds’ song; 
And now the flowers and grass will grow 
And beauty all around us throw. 


And so, a cool night in the Spring 

Should thoughts of joy and gladness bring. 
Tis a good night for us to rest 

And make plans for life at its best. 


Tonight we look back and we know 
Now is the time for us to grow. 


A Smile 


A smile is something like the sun 
That comes at break of day, 

To warm and brighten all the Earth 
And drive the clouds away. 


A smile is something all can give 
To everyone they meet, 

That gives joy that will last all day, 
Though it is swift and fleet. 


A smile is like the Spring sunshine 
After cold Winter’s pains, 

A thing to make the flowers grow- 
And think of when it rains. 


A New Year’s Resolution 


This year, instead of working to improve or to gain pelf, 
I make a resolution just to forget myself. 

With so much beauty near me, just to catch the eye, 
How can I blindly cling to self, and let the good go by? 
Must I work hard to be happy, and not know miseries, 


When I can hear the singing birds, and see the flowering 
trees? 


Must I worry to be better, if I look around and see 


A person who has fallen down and needs to talk to me? 
May I not this year be selfish or work for my own ends, 


When all around are people who are much in heed of 
friends. 


So, this year I would find beauty all around me Nevery 
day, 


And be a friend to all I meet in this our pilgrim way. 


This Season 


No matter what the weather is, I hope so much 
for you 


That in the pathway of your friends, the skies will be 
clear blue. 


T hope that you oot out eich morn and lift your eyes’ 
above 


And on the bright, tall mountain ane see eight and 
lasting love. 


I hope soin this season as you pass the hours 
away, © 


That you will find wath ptand and peace in every 
day; 4 

And as you live each day, d dear friend, dd on your 
journey go, 


No matter how the weather looks, full blessings may 
it snow. 


Father’s Day 


When children have an aching heart 

And problems seem the biggest part, 
When they would know the good and true, 
A father knows just what to do. 


When they would know how to do right 
And find the path out of the night, 
When they seek for the just and fair 
They have a father who does care. 


And when they want affection dear 
And someone who will help and cheer, 
They find their father’s love will stay 
Around them every night and day. 


And how can fathers everywhere 
Know how to help them and to care? 
To love so much, how do they know 
And care and help them here below? 
It is because this love is given 

By God, their Father, up in Heaven. 


A Feather 


Last May the Redbirds gaily made 

A nest deep in our Boxwood’s shade; 
But when some days had come and gone, 
Our Redbird nestling hatched alone. 


The birds sang merrily and tried 

To raise her--but the baby died. 

They sang no more but left together 

On their dead nestling--one red feather. 


Beauty And Duty 


As I sit by my window sill, 

the Winter air is hushed and still. 

It is a sad and dreary thing 

To see no birds with songs to sing. 
Where are the Sparrows and Blue Jays 
That brighten up my former days? 
The Red-birds used to fly so low- 

But that was Winters years ago. 


And now, I see my Persian cat, 

Well satisfied and very fat 

And warm within her silken fur 

And know’ tis all because of her. 

And I lament me for the day 

She scared my feathered friends away. 
And yet, to blame her would be wrong: 
Duty in life is more than song- 

And I must praise her for each day 
She keeps,the rats and mice away. 

I would not call my pussy mean. 

Her duty is clear--cut and clean; 

And she will go to many a pain 

To save the cattles’ food and grain. 


No one loves beauty more than I; 
No one likes less to see it die. 

Yet, even beauty has its bounds; 

It must not go on duty’s grounds; 
And many times the songs of beauty 
We must give up to follow duty. 


New Year 


This year I am resolved to love 

The Lord for all He sends: 

The weather, nature, flowers and birds, 
For family and friends. 


And I shall be in love with life 
With all its great details- 

And in all this P’ll surely win, 
For His love.never fails. 


Late Summer 


Late Summer is a golden time 

To look behind and look ahead- 

to see the flowers and grass in prime 
That will so soon by frost be dead. 


*Tis time to talk with an old friend 
Who has, been there all Summer long 
And who goes to the journey’s end 
With words of comfort and of song. 


’Tis time to ponder and look back 

At all of Summer’s bloom and glow 
That filled the journey’s golden track 
And soon will be replaced with snow. 


But most of all, it is the time 

To look ahead and see delight 

That covers all our lovely clime 

With Autumn’s cheer and colors bright. 


Harvest Time 


Today we celebrate again 

Thanksgiving, with joys bright and clear; 
for we have brought our harvest home, 
And it is bounteous this year. 


God gave us land and seeds to sow; 
He gave the sunshine and the rain; 
He gave us dreams we see fulfilled 
In harvest over hill and plain. 


And so, today we look ahead: 

What will another year unfold? 

We thank God for this bounteous year; 
And yet, what does the future hold? 


Our future hopes are surely bright- 
For we shall reap in each detail 

Of Him who cares for all our needs 
And shows His mercy shall not fail. 


So, let our dreams and joys and hopes 
Be in the one who does all well; 

And for the future that we reap 

We can expect a miracle. 


God’s Care 


When all the leaves are brown and dead 
And trees are grey and bare, 

Our Heavenly Father tends them still 
And keeps them in His care. 

In Fall, they need His substenance- 
And He does not forget 

To send the rain from Heaven 

To keep roots moist and wet; 

And so, when Springtime comes again 
And skies are clear and bright, 

The trees will have new leaves once more- 
All patterns of delight. 


And so, with human beings- 

In seasons of our grief, 

God gives us tears to wash our eyes 
And bring us sweet relief. 

For tears wash out our vision, 

And they ‘make our seeing clear. 
They cleanse and make new views for us 
And show us God is near. 

And so, when sorrow comes to us 
Let us remember, too, 

That God will give His Spring again 
With joys of brighter hue. 


A Blessing 


The land is cold; the hills are white 

With snow that fell both day and night; 
And just to look makes one to wonder 
How there could be so much of grandeur. 
So, everyone should come confessing 
That Winter’s beauty is a blessing. 


And too, there is another thing- 

For just beyond the hills is Spring- 

A time when joy and song are rife 

And the whole world is full of life. 

This snow puts moisture in the ground 
And makes the flowers and grass abound; 
And very soon it will be seen 

That the whole Earth has turned to green. 


So, though the weather is all cold, 
Winter has blessings manifold; 

For He who makes all things knows best 
When He gives hills and valleys rest; 
And we know Winter’s white demeanor 
Will only make the Springtime greener. 


Christmas Day 


In a manger long ago in Behtlehem 

The baby Christ was laid; 

And at His birth the first bright Christmas 
Upon the Earth was made. 


And there were Shepherds in the field, 
Who saw Heaven’s glory afar- 


And there were Wisemen from the East 
Who followed His bright star. 


And all this glory at Jesus’ birth, 

So long ago and far away, 

Was given and has a joyful meaning 
For us on Earth today. 


So, let us have a merry Christmas, 
And let our joys be rife- 

Knowing that Jesus came to give us 
A more abundant life. 


Which? 
Have you ever thought, 
As your mind rings true, 
What you can be and live and do? 
If you push and pull 
And go to seed 
And show no beauty, 
You are a weed. 


If in your way 

You grow and live 
And you think of others 
Some cheer to give, 

If you blossom in love 
More so each hour 

And smile and look up, 
You area flower. 


Christmas--A Place To Live 


In a poor cattle stable 

The baby Christ was born-- 

And this did Heaven enable 

To break for Earth the morn. 
The skies were filled with glory; 
The stars shone great with bright; 
The Angels sang the story 

Of peace and joy and light. 

And so, this lowly bed of hay 
Where Jesus Christ was laid 

Is the most beautiful place today 
That Heaven or Earth have made. 


God does not choose a mansion 
Made by the great, rich men. 

He gives Himself a ransom 

For hearts who let Him in.. 

So, to the meek and lowly 

that have poor, barn-like hearts, 
The Lord most great and holy 
Will come and ne’er depart. 
He’! fill our hearts with gladness 
And make our hearts pure-white 
He’ll drive away all sadness 

And end our drear, dark night. 


And so, let us invite Him in 
And open up our hearts, 
And ask Him to abide within 
And nevermore depart. 


Early Fall 


Today the sky was crystal blue, 

All cool and fresh the air. 

The leaves begin to change their hue 
To colors bright and fair. 


The mountains that are great and old 
Seem reaching to the sky. 

How beautiful their red and gold 

As Autumn days go by. 


What could refresh our spirits more 
Than early morning dew 

That’s turned to frost up to our door-? 
A land all white and new. 


What could renew and raise our hopes 
And better goals inspire 

Than looking up at mountain slopes 
Whose colors blaze like fire. 


Red And Gold 


In just a week or so this year, 

A miracle will happen here. 

The leaves that are so manifold 

Will start to turn to red and gold. 

All Summer long they’ ve graced the scene 
In colors that are brightest green. 
They’ve shaded valleys and the hills; 
They’ ve left their shade on rippling rills. 
Now they will put on colors gay, 

As the bright Summer fades away. 
They'll be most beautiful of all 

In their last days within the Fall. 


So it should be with people too, 

As we live on and learn and do, 
Experience should make us bright 

And make our lives the world’s delight. 
Our lives should show forth red and gold 
In season, as we grow more old; 

And we should take it as our duty 

To make our life a thing of beauty. 

We should be brighter to each friend 
With flying colors till the end. 


Christmas Morn 


Now springs our hope this Christmas morn, 
For unto us a child is born- 

One born to conquer sin and strife 

And give the world eternal life. 


One born to bring His children peace, 
Whose government shall never cease- 
One born to give goodwill to men 

And bring us back to God again. 


So, hope and peace bring to the world 
A new and glorious joy unfurled, 

A joy that shines from Heaven afar 

In our new bright and morning Star. 


And so, this Gift from up above 
Inspires in all our lives His love, 

To crown us with love’s diadem 
While we, like wisemen worship Him. 


Snow 


A Winter snow is so exciting; 

It holds a message so inviting; 

It makes us want to go and play 
Out in its glory all the day; 

And as it covers hill and plain, 
It makes us children once again. 


How beautiful is the snowfall: 

It paints a picture for us all 

Of beauty o’er yon rocky edge, 

Of whiteness over vale and ridge; 

And all this pattern of delight 

Forms one great blanket, soft and white. 


And yet, a Winter snow has more 

Than play and beauty for our store- 

God loves snow, and His promise gives 
To bless like snow each one who lives. 
Though sins are scarlet, we should know 
Christ came to make our sins like snow. 


Seeds 


The Winter time is nearly gone, 

And Springtime now is coming on. 
Now is the time when thoughts and deeds 
Are centered on our sowing seeds. 
What shall we sow with spring so near? 
What in our garden shall appear? 

Let us pick many seeds of love 

And find out just what they will prove; 
And let us mercy seeds obtain 

And their full growth with care attain; 
And let us seeds of kindness find 

To flower forth in sun and wind. 

Let us destroy the seeds of hate 

This early-ere it is too late. 

All selfish seeds we must with care 
Destroy-nor grow them anywhere. 


The seeds of mercy, kindness, love 
When sown, will a great bounty prove. 
Let us plant seeds-and let us know 
That we shall reap just what we sow. 


March 


March is a time to arouse from sleep 
And come out of our Winter rest. 
March is a time to awaken our wills 
And resolve to do our best. 
March is a time of loveliness- 
For us to see and know 
When the birds come home and begin to sing 
And the grass begins to grow. 
March is a time to look ahead 
To warm breezes and sunny hours, 
To see our hills in beauty clothed 
In green trees and blossoming flowers. 
March is the time to sow our hopes 
And dreams in the fertile sod 
And to raise our eyes up to the skies 
And turn our thoughts over to God. 


The Robins Are Floridians 


Each year in March, in early Spring, 
The Robins come to nest and sing 
Againinall our lovely hills 
Throughout the meadows and our rills. 
They raise their young, and all day long 
Our land re-echoes with their song- 

But when late Summer comes, ‘tis time 
For them to seek a warmer clime. 


Not so the Red birds-all! the year 

We see their scarlet forms appear. 

In Fall and Winter they still stay 
Among the hills, nor go away. 

They love the Summer but they know 
That life and beauty live with snow. 


So with some friends, when things go grey 
And cold and chill, they go away- 

But other friends, the whole long year 
Are loyal when the day is drear. 

Oh, may friends be manifold 

Who can endure both heat and cold. 


Praise The Lord 


The Lord has works of wondrous might: 
The stars and moon to shine so bright, 
The sun to glorify the day, 

And guide Earth Pilgrims on their way, 
Laviathan to rule the sea 

And wonder in its boundries free, 

The mighty lion on land He made 

To rule the forest and the glade. 

The storms are subject to His word, 
And they obey Him as their Lord. 

And so, we do not pass an hour 

Except to see His wondrous power. 


And though He is a God of might, 

He does all things for our delight; 

For He looks at us from above 

And shows His tender acts of love. 
The Lord who made the moon and sun 
Gives beauty now for everyone- 
Because He made a Lilac tree 

To be enjoyed by you and me. 


- The First Christmas 


The air was getting cool, the sky was clear, 
The stars shone bright 

When Jesus Christ, the little Lord, came here 
Upon that night. 


When by His crib the happy Shepherds prayed, 
The diadem 

Of love and glory in the world was made 

For us from Him. 


And when the Wise Men heard the cattle low 

In nearby stall, 

They knelt and worshipped, their new King to know 
And on Him call. 


The night Earth was more beautiful than Heaven, 
The streets of gold 

The Angels left - the gift to us here given 

In songs they told. 


A Dream 


When February rolls around, 

And outside it is snowing, 

We can look through the panes and see 
A Summer garden growing. 


When all the ground is grey and white 
And covered with the snow, 

We know and in our mind’s eye see 

A tulip blossom glow. 


Because the time is growing late 
And it will soon be rife 

When we can look around and know 
A new land full of life. 


And so, when Winter late prevails, 
And all is bare, it seems, 

Let us look to bright months ahead 
And see life in our dreams. 


For Thanksgiving 


Oh, Lord on this Thanksgiving day 
We come to Thee confessing 

Our gratitude and deepest thanks 
For each and every blessing. 


Thou led us through new fields and hills 
To which we were but strangers, 

And in each new experience, 

Thou kept us from its dangers. 


Thou gave us joy and hope and peace 
And caused us to look up; 

And in Thy mercy, Thou didst fill 
An overflowing cup. 


And since we have received Thy care 
In whole - and not in parts, 

Lord, make us turn our eyes to Thee, 
And give us grateful hearts. 


Autumn 


How beautiful the Autumn is- 
The days are blue and gold, 

The evenings crisp and early, 
The nights all clear and cold. 


And all throughout the mountains 
And in among the trees 

To cool and make its music 
There falls a gentle breeze. 


This is a time for thinking, 

To catch bright Nature’s gleam, 
A time for meditation, 

A time to see and dream. 


A time for realization 

Of goals from paths we’ve trod- 
A time to look up to the hills 
And turn our hearts to God. 


He Loves Us 


When we have troubles and pain and doubt, 


The Lord is with us to bring us out. 
Let us remember when we have woes, 
Jesus is with us, and He knows. 


Let us always keep bright our scope 
And face life’s struggles with new hope, 
Knowing that Jesus answers prayers, 
And He is with us--and He cares. 


For all the world, He suffered loss 

And bought life for us on the cross, 
And His suffering ever proves 

How much the Lord His children loves. 


He gives us time of joy and pain; 
He sends the sunshine and the rain; 
He gives us times for work and rest; 
He always gives us what is best. 


Life’s Storms 


When Jesus rolls the clouds away — 

’ And turns the sky to blue, 

There dawns a bright and radiant day 
In which all things are new. 


A fragrance that we did not know 
Pervades and fills the air; 

The light of Heaven comes down below 
And makes all Nature fair. 


We find all sadness and all fear 
Have vanished with the rain, 

To be replaced by hope and cheer 
And gladness after pain. 


So is it with all storms of life- 
Though dreadful while they last, 
There always is an end of strife, 
And every storm rolls past. 


The storms are for our profit given: 
That we may fully know 

The joy of gladness found in Heaven 
And real life here below. 


Signs of Spring 


I think when we see ice and snow 

And dark, cold nights, that we should know 
That there is coming soon a day 

When Springtime is not far away. 


And let us nevermore forget 

That roots in Winter should be wet, 
That trees need dormancy and rest 

So that in Spring they can do their best. 


This Winter sleep--it cannot last 

For trees and plants--’twill soon be past. 
The bright, warm days will come, we know, 
When life will spring and bud and grow. 


So, let us love these cold, white hours 
That make more beautiful the flowers. 
Soon life shall grow, and birds shall sing 
And Wintertime turn into Spring. 


Happiness 


When I am walking in the field 

And hear the glad bird’s song 

After a Winter that did yield 

Cold days and nights so long, 

When all around the flowers bloom 
Too lovely to express, 

My heart for sadness finds no room, 
And this is happiness. 


When I am with all kinds of friends 
That are both old and new, 

And they share joy that never ends 
In all we see and do, 

With all these people all around 

To love me and to bless, 

I find their gladness to abound, 
And this is happiness. 


So, withmy friends and neighbors 
And beauty all around 

To cheer and bless my labors 

Tis satisfaction found. 

I look to God who freely gives 
These blessings and confess 

That he has been so good to me 
And this is happiness. 


